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D'Artois stopped in his mincing walk: Provence looked
smugly at his own sleek hands, clasped over the documents on
the table. There was silence for a moment and the two
Princes seemed to understand each other.

"You speak of our brother as King/' said Provence quietly.
''But you must remember he is only so in a limited sense. He is
limited by this ridiculous Assembly, by the mob that is hired
to applaud whatever follies the Assembly may vote, by the
very painful situation he has himself created in calling a
States-General and allowing it to usurp the Royal power. He
is even limited, as you yourself suggest, by the fear of violent
death. My brother is no coward, but he is ... what was your
word? . . . hostage. And the value of a hostage js that he or
she can be kept under the permanent threat of execution."

He was picking his words carefully. He had not forgotten
his literary reputation, his pride in the neatly turned phrase.
D'Artois was more headlong. "War!" he said vehemently,
rising on the toes of his dancing pumps. "We have threatened
War long enough: now we must wage it. We must tell these
scoundrels that they will be annihilated unless they submit.
That they will be automatically condemned as criminals if they
attempt to defend themselves against our armies ... I think
I can speak of the Austrian and Prussian troops as ours. We
are united in the one sacred Cause. Congresses are nonsense.
Louis' opinions are negligible. The only thing that matters is
guns and more guns. It's no good arguing with scum. You
must cow them. A good King is one who knows when the best
moment has arrived for cowing scum. I have only got to look
at the calendar. March, 1792. Now!"

He had walked to a mirror. He was patting back his hair,
arranging his mean little face into a caricature of bellicose
Boyalty. He was soon satisfied with the result, and turned back
to encounter Fersen's grave grey eyes with undaunted vanity.
"I hope you will dine with us," he said, "before you go back to
Brussels. The Elector has promised us a special entertainment
to-night . . . some musicians from Saxony. Even in time of
war, even in exile, a King must remember to encourage the
arts."

Persen sat still, wondering why he had ever left Brussels.